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Greeks.   Everything one should do for oneself and
all would then be well.   This had been the secret,
he said,  of the Greeks.   "But surely," said my
friend, "the Greeks despised all manual labour.
They called it banausic, fit only for slaves."  That,
I thought,   is  almost cruel of him.   There are
moments, however, I suppose, when even a Scottish
Platonist can hardly be expected to restrain himself.
The literary protagonist of Dadaism on the grand
scale is, of course, Mr. James Joyce. Dadaism itself,
so shortlived are often the most triumphant artistic
innovations, is now scarcely a memory, but Mr.
Joyce is still a celebrated modern writer. It was in
Paris and at this time that the Augean task of
preparing   Mr.   Joyce's   masterpiece,   Ulysses,   for
publication was  being undertaken.   There were
legal difficulties, one gathered, in England and the
United States, and an American bookshop in Paris
had gallantly stepped in to save a great work for
posterity.    Literary  circles  were  agog with the
adventure,    The   difficulties,   it   appeared,   were
enormous.   One and all, the ordinary typewriting
establishments returned the manuscript untyped.
The young ladies whom they employed, unfamiliar
no doubt with Post-War literature, were apt, after
reading a page or two, to burst into tears and
consider themselves insulted.    Eventually it had
been necessary to distribute the precious manuscript
in separate bundles to enthusiastic amateur volun-
teers.  Even so, I was told, there had been disasters.
One volunteer had been the wife of a diplomat and
by a mischance the diplomat himself had lighted
upon the script and had even read it.  Fortunately,